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Fun Week by Week. 


By THE PARTY ON THE Spor. 


Wednesday.—Took Lord Wolseley down to Sandhurst to make 


his half-yearly inspection of cadets at the Royal Military Academy. 


Looked in on a Camberwell Guardians’ meeting, found them in 


trouble with their nurses again. 
[HERE’s A “Go”! 


The Camberwell Workhouse Infirmary 
Is tried by its Nurses again ; 

With its “‘ cockiness,’’ rats, and bad germ-ary 
(Alleged) they refuse to remain. 

New nurses the Board’s advertising for, 
Expecting to capture some flats, 

If an answer that ad. needs devising for, 
That answer is probably “‘ Rats!” 


Saw Marchand out of Fashoda, and took Prince George into Crete 
in great triumph. Passed the afternoon between Goupils’ (among 
some delightful Japanese-coloured prints, and a lot of equally 
delightful Redwood pottery) and the Dutch Gallery (where some 
beautiful wood engravings, ‘‘an art education in themselves,” were 
on view). Dined with Mr. Rider Haggard, Mr. Bryce, M.P., and 
the Anglo-African Writers’ Club, saw the Westminster Play, and 
finished up with the Duke of Cambridge at the Royal Amateur 
Orchestra's ‘‘ smoker ”’ at Queen’s Hall. 


Thursday.—Took Lord Wolseley down to Woolwich to make his 
half-yearly inspection of the Royal Military Academy there. 
Assisted Dean Bradley to give prizes to the United Westminster 
School winners. Dined with Mr. Balfour and the Edinburgh 
Merchant Company ; also Mr. Bryce and the Leicester Chamber of 
Commerce. Afterwards to Carpenters’ Hall, London Wall, to help 
the Duke of Fife present prizes to the winners at the Great Titch- 
field Street Trades’ Training School. 


Friday.—Unexpected and unpalatable frost—ran away from it. 


Saturday.—Christmas Eve. Stayed at home and counted my 
cards. Heard that some of the Milan prisoners had got an 
amnesty. 





Messrs. J. L. Gorst and Stanley off to Khartoum, per Nile. 
evening heard Sir Richard Ball lecture some children (in a 


A CHRISTMAS PRESENT. 


The Prisoners of Milan 

The populace tried to fan ; 

And, when the row began, 

The Government cried ‘“‘ Bad scran.” 
And, pa | a shandry-dan, 

They collared them, every man, 

And placed them under a ban 

With bread no better than bran 

And water in earthen pan, 

With no other company than 

The frolicsome rats, which ran, 

Till faces of wholesome tan 

Were haggard and drawn and wan, 
Till Government (Governments can !) 
Put lenience in the van, 

And amnestied some of the clan— 

A ire r and Christmassy plan, 
Which probably lengthens the span 
Of the Prisoners of Milan. 


Monday.—Boxing Day. Kept out of the way all day. (A lot of 


people said they would call to-morrow!) Conducted the Admirals 
and their squadrons out of Crete. Went to see some pantomimes. 


Tuesday.—High wind. Chimneys rocky. Saw Lord Cromer and 
In the 
urely 


| friendly spirit, of course) at the Royal Institution. Looked for the 


| eclipse, but couldn’t see it for rain. 


Saw some more pantomimes ; 


must stop that, however, feel I’m getting them 


; 


ON THE BRAIN. 


Oh hang the drum, and “ let ’em all come,”’ 

For “ you know the girl I mean,” 
With frolicking dancers, the ‘‘ 21st Lancers,” 

And “ Jonathan’s on in this scene ”’; 
Give Gordons their fling, and“ Eve 

In the Garden was lovely,” ‘‘ Can't stop!” 
Flip-flap, pirouetting—by Jingo ! I’m getting 

“ A little bit off the top.” 

THe Sporrer. 





——— 








Noricz.—The Editor will not be answerable for any contributions, artistic or literary 
unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope. 


, spontaneously sent in. No contributions can be returned 
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A Light Charge that Leads to Light 
Charges. 

WHAT THEIR WORSHIPS SAID TO MR. “FUN.” 

The Christmas police-court charges were remarkably light.”"— 


Evening News, Dev onber S7tb ) 


4¢ ¢ rm ¢ y 
But t mur ‘ he Lambeth Beal 
I t t } ( tm Snigcn t 
- | n your y f eak ! 
T) ] = . 
| r a 43 > 
th made nswer in accents mes 
r { istinas charge is light, light, hght! 
Your charge is extremely light! 
"y ’ > 1b, aewys 3 at ’ - 
} s Khymist owns that 'Arriet Jones 
Is his kinswoman—hence the fact 
that shes “ fond of her drinking’ he much bemoans. 


But when (in the * bird-cage ”’ pi vcked) 
She had reached Stone’s End, she'd no need to skir] 

For the Borough Beak said, ‘‘ I quite 
Reprehend your spree . but ’twas Christmas, girl 
Pay a bob for aes folly, and off you whirl!” 
An d, “Sir,” she said, as she pulled her curl, 

‘Your C hele tmas ¢ charge is light, light, ligh 
D ar Worship, your charge is light!” 


Fun’s Rhymist railed at the magistrates 





Of London: ‘ Pray, don't ve err 
When so lightly ye punish the ese reprobates ?” 
And each Beak re plied ‘Dea ar Sir, 
We find t] n thei Ir courses run 
t, each year, more scant ar i light 








Facetious Policeman (to old gent who has come a cropper on the wet 


New Year Resolutions. 
Sre Witt1am Harcourt.:— 
FAREWELL, the leader's part, 
Debate, deliberation ; 
I fain must cultivate the art 
Of Christian resignation ! 


Lorp ROSEBERY :— 


To Harcourt heartfelt thanks, 
A tonic he has sent me; 

I’ll rouse the scattered Liberal ranks— 
What is there to prevent me ? 


Mr. E. T. Hooter :— 


If I am blessed with health, 
Ih av € a pro) ject, which is, 

To write the “‘ Vanity of Wealth,” 
The § ‘“‘ Wretchedness of Riches’’! 


M. DE ROUGEMONT :— 


eo 


Last year I duly signed indentures 
To write ine vedi ible adventures; 

I'll Chronicle in bby of nine 

The misadventures that were mine. 


RP 


Li } 
~Ase 


Mr. CLEMENT SCOTT :-- 


a 7 4 . Sia lL 
Farewell to stageland and its folk, 
2 Oe _ + ~. ~~ nla e 
With actors no more quarrels; 

a - ~ ae 7 = ' 
I mean to write (this is no joke!) 
A book on mur 
Sir He r Hay —_— 


In leisured ease pd sit and read 


y 
Ai 


(If fortune gives no stern denials), 
My res iu nN is to lead 
T} c life tl at’s Wi y free fr n trials 
T KAISER :— 
TtirTseL =, Pe ee ‘ —— ee ee 
With exploits geographical, my record 


Shall every year be crowded, I have 
sworn it on my soul; 
Last year it was the Holy Land, this 
year ‘twill be the Poley land, 
Whi hat I ing dis 
13 ch means that Iam going to dis- 
s\A 7 F 
cover the North Pole! 


Grow the petty offences at Christmas done 

As the web of GOOD LITERATURE is spun! 

And the small weekly charge that is made for Fun 
Makes our Christmas charges more light, light, light! 


4°99 


Makes our charges, each year, more light ! 








New Year’s Confessions. 


I DRANK too much in ’Ninety-eight, 
I gambled, too, a bit ; 
And folks would often aggravate, 
To show my biting wit; 
I flirted with Blanche, Kate, and Loo. 
But none, as yet, is mins 
The same I’m certain I shall do 
In Eighteen Ninety-nine 


I shirked my work in 'Ninety-e ight 
And went out ‘‘ on oi spree”’ 

I always got up very late 
And sn ota to bed earlee ; 

I ran up bills I could not pay 
For luxuries like wine, 

And that, I know, will be my way 
In Eig hteen Nin ety-nine ! 


’ 


I slept in church in 'Ninety-eight 
When sermons were too dry : 
I put a button in the plate 
And * winked the ¢ ses eve ah 
Of any real reform in me 
I cannot see a sign: 
The “ same old game” it’s sure to be 
In Eighteen Ninety-nine! 
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Master —‘‘ Now, Sanders, this is too bad! Half drunk before twelve o’clock!"’ 
—- — Sanders.—‘‘ Eh, sir, Ah’ve bin drenkin’ success tae ma guid resolutions for the New Year!" 














Imperial Penny Postage. And our kin are drawing nearer, Blood is blood, but speech is better, 


“ Foun” :— Ever nearer day by day, And to weld the Saxon host, 
Now, our Colonies are many, They are seeing clearer, clearer, Comes this boon of speech by letter 
And still greater grows the race, That through union lies the way ames hy ge po 
=> It is well to know a penny To maintain the name of Britain So, here’s a health, etc. 
Can annihilate the space In the time that’s drawing nigh, ‘‘ Advance, Australia! "’ we are crying, 
That divides and sub-divides us Till our enemies are smitten, — “ Cape” no longer hesitate ! 
So we now propose the toast Sternly smitten, hip and thigh! Economics we're defying, . 
So, here’s a health, etc. Do not, therefore, stand and wait. 


Of the man who safely guides us un 
Come and join the old sea-rover, 


To the wished-for penny post ! Now that brother draws to brother, Let this post to all ports spread 
Yes, here’s the health of Heaton, And our millions are as one ; ie ike rol fe over eo 
With a hearty three times three! That we commune with each other ie Ghit etibeey in Band 
For the record he has beaten Is the hearty wish of Fun; “Ss hy , 
With his “ hands across the sea.” If our burden’s to be lighter Come, drink a health to Heaton, 
Sian dike tensa Mlank chaiibes nied oe When the battle flag’s unfurled, _With a hearty three times three ! 
: We must draw the bonds still tighter For the record he has beaten 


Is the racial bond of love ; 
That is why Fate always finds us 
Petty jealousies above! 


And a close communication Over all the rolling ocean War? or Peace In Stead ? 


And together face the world! With his ‘“ hands across the sea.” 


So, here’s a health, etc. 


But more tightly draws the bond Loving messages shall fly— TwIxxLE. twinkle mighty Cs 
Twixt the ancient mother nation For the world is in commotion, WINKLE, twinkle mig , ty Czar, 
, And her children true and fond. Armageddon’s drawing nigh. What a peaceful man you are— 
So, here’s the health, etc. So let kinsmen speak together, You all war and — dread, 
While our enemies, unsleeping, Though the foaming leagues divide ; So likewise does Mr. Stead. 
Stand full armed around our gate, We must speak together, whether W hen, oh! Czar you made your scheme, 
And a steadfast watch are keeping Peace or War’s to be our guide. Ah | how little did you dream, 
As they sternly watch and wait ; So, here’s a health, etc. That success might crown your head, 


While we're steadily preparing If you'd first consulted Stead. 





For the battles that may be, Every cost is surely counted ; Bu. he'll do the best he can 
With our kin the future sharing, Every policy is planned ; To mature you splendid plan— 
We stretch hands across the sea! Every obstacle surmounted Nothing fails if it be led 
So, here's a health, etc, If we all together stand By the Great Reviewing Stead. 
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THE WORKMEN’S COMPENSATION ACT. 









2. Bix of the workmen escaped with bruises, but 
Smith got his leg broken, which had to be amputated 
it was a great misfortune to him; 
his only consolation was damages under the new Act. 


consternation 
scaffolding gave 
of th firm of contractors got it up toocheap, 
uld not bear the weight of the workmen with 


enough for the injury done—but Smith refused it 
with contempt; he demanded £100 for the loss of his 


above the knee: 
leg, and would not be satisfied with anything less. 
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1. His counsel, to whom h» gave full particulars of 


the accident and described the rm tten condition of 
‘It is a clear case for com- 


: | : > 
lth’ a 


5. The case came on for trial, and the judge said it 
The manager, in defence, said the 
case did not come within the scope of the Act. as the 
building did not exceed 30 feet in height. 


adjourned tomea ure the building—an1i the manager, 
the counsel, and the clerk of the court skidaddled off 
with the rule and tape measure. 


was a clear case. 





















. Just 29 feet, 11 inches 
bloomin’ hair mo: 


and 7-Sthsof an inch, nota 
counsel's hair stood « 
manager laughed, and the cl 


* case was brought before the judge 


n, he was compelled to dismiss it. He made some 


ferences, and described the Act as “a com- 


























3. The manager offered him £5, saying it was 





6. The Judge was bewilder.d. The court was 


YY j 
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WA 


9. Poor Smith left the court in despair, and was met 
yan old sweetheart, who discovered him through 
e law cuit. She kent a cosy cook shop. “I'll be 
vour friend, Johnny Smith,” says she, ,“‘ an’ ye’ll be 
ter ff than iver.’ 
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IMPERIAL PENNY POSTAGE. 


‘THE NAME WHICH OUGHT YO BE CHIEFLY ASSOCIATED WITH THE success OF IMpeRIAL Penny Postace 18 THE NAME OF Mn. Hennixen Heaton, 
WHO HAS RENDERED VOCAL INNUMERABLE CHORDS IN MYRIADS OF GLADDENED HEARTS.”——Daily Paper. 
(For Cartoon Verses see page 3.) 
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“A proud minx,’ muttered Mrs. Stubbs, following her with her 
The Spectre of Castle Blobbs. eye, * bs shall leave this very day month, or J goes instead. What’s 
she been saying to you, dear James?” 


Cuaprer III. “ Confound it!’ murmured James, wiping his forehead. ‘ This 





ee deuce! ’’ muttered ‘“‘ James,” as he surveyed the laughing is worse than anything. I shall never get rid of her.”’ = fe 
hes et Kizzie ’ behind the chair, “‘ in another moment she would “You doesn’t seem particular pleased to see me, James,” said 
have caught mein the very act of assaulting my ancestors, and then )rs. Stubbs in offended tones. 
I should have had to take this bewitching little gipsy into my “I’m not, hang it—er—er. No, I mean, I’m not pleased to see 
confidence.” you here, dear Hannah Jane. You said I might call you Hannah 


Jane.”’ 

“In private only, James,” said Mrs. Stubbs coyly. ‘In public, 
always ‘ Victoria.’ ”’ 

“Yes, yes. I remember,” said James distractedly. ‘Ha! ha! 
Don’t you hear it?” 

“Hear what?” exclaimed Mrs. Stubbs alarmed. 

“The rattling of chains. We are in the haunted chamber. Did 
not you hear me say, ‘ Avaunt ye, the Bleeding Nun is walking, and 
you ?’ Ha! you are standing on the very spot!”’ 

‘‘ Wh—at ?’’ screamed Mrs. Stubbs. 

‘Nothing can save you, Hannah Jane, unless you fly at once. 
Fly! Victoria, for—er—er—we are not alone! ”’ 

3ut, alas! for ‘‘ James’’ and his desire for solitary occupation of 
the gallery. Like most zealous advocates, he had slightly over- 
stepped the bounds of prudence, for Mrs. Stubbs in her fright was 
physically incapable of flying, and sank into James’ arms crying 
pathetically, ‘‘ Save me! save me! ”’ 

‘‘ Disgraceful,” exclaimed Miss Anna Maria Blobbs as she 
| appeared on the scene at this critical moment. ‘ Mrs. Stubbs! 
| How dare you embrace my brother’s servant. Go at once, and 
| never no, James, you stay here and explain to me this extra- 
| ordinary conduct.” 

‘‘Tf you please, miss, it’s the Bleeding Nun,” said ‘‘ James ”’ 
humbly enough, but hanging his head to hide his laughter. And 
Mrs. Stubbs was standing in the very place the murder was 
committed, and, miss, we heard the rattling of the chains.” 

‘‘ Nonsense, James. You have been amusing yourself at her ex- 
pense. I, for one, do not believe in that old legend of the ‘ Bleeding 
Nun,’ and until I absolutely see her, or something of the sort, I 
shall go on disbelieving. James,” she continued, softly, ‘‘ it seems 
very, very lonely here to-day. Mr. Blobbs and Mr. Henniker are 
chasing each other round the garden, so they won’t want you. You 


























“Or cCoUuRSE, ’E’S A Hoxest Man,” 














“ Well, ‘James,’ ”’ said “ Kizzie,” “‘ you look rather perturbed. 
Have you come to pick up some of the crumbs from the rich man’s 
table ?’’ 

‘Eh!’ answered “James,” suspiciously. ‘ Now,’ he said to 
himself, ‘if I make love to this little damsel, as she evidently 
expects, I shall have her always dangling at my heels at every pos- 
sible opportunity. No,no; I must be cruel only to be kind.” 
“ Kizzie,’’ hecontinued, sternly, ‘‘I hear your mistress’s bell. Go! 
and— leave me to my crumbs.” | 

‘You are not very polite, James. It’s impossible for me to hear 
the bell.” 

“Why nct 

‘“ Because, James, it has not been rung.”’ 

‘ Well—er-— it’s going to ring,”’ stammered the footman. 

‘‘T think not,” answered Kizzie calmly. ‘Asa matter of fact, I 
shouldn't answer it if it did, because I want to talk to you, James. 
As you may have perhaps guessed, I’m not exactly what I seem. I 
am here engaged on a very great undertaking, and need a partner. 
You have an honest face, ‘James,’ and I have decided to trust you. 
It will mean a good deal of money for you, James.”’ . 

‘ By jove!”’ chuckled the footman to himself.‘ This is really 
too delicious for anything after her hint about the crumbs. 
Evidently wants me to rob my pseudo employer, and start a village 
‘pub with the proceeds, not to mention the delicate matrimonial 
proposal.”’ 

‘‘Avaunt ye!’ he cried aloud. ‘It can’t be done; I’m an honest 
man.” 

‘Of course, 'e’s a honest man,” exclaimed a shrill voice in the 
doorway, “ who says he ain't? An’ you, Kizzie, get downstairs in 
once. I won't ‘av’ you a gallivanting after the likes of him,” and “YOU ARE GOOD-LOOKING, JAMES.’ 
Mrs. Stubbs, the housekeeper of Blobbs, loomed majestic and 
terrible before them. 
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She. } =) Kinzie’ ; may tell me something about the famili®s where you’ve been 
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man,James? You are good-looking, James, and a wealthy dame 
rg some day fall in love with you, James,” said Miss Blobbs, 
shyly. 

‘* Hang it,’’ thought James, ‘“‘here’sanother ofthem! I can take 
my choice from fair, fat, and—er—(with a glance at Miss Blobbs) 
forty.” 

‘** No, miss,” he said; ‘‘I have no ambitions, not being born in 
the purple, as the saying is, but if it runs to a boy to help me with 
the silver, miss.” 

‘*1’ll see to it, James."’ 

‘Thank you, miss, and if you want anything, miss, a ring will 
fetch me.” 

“A ring,” murmured Miss Blobbs gazing after him; ‘‘does he 
mock me? A noble form with mind debased. A ring would fetch 
me, too, James.” 

® . . 


‘* Until I absolutely see her or something of the sort,’’ murmured 
James. ‘‘By Jove! an idea, an idea. She shall see something of 
the sort. I will haunt the gallery as my Uncle Roland, and drive 
them from it, and then I will ‘ search and search.’ ”’ 


In the solitude of her chamber that night, Kizzie was busy 
clumsily making some vestal garments of white, bedaubing them 
plenteously with red ink. 

‘‘T have something to thank even Mrs. Stubbs for,”’ she uttered. 
‘‘'The Bleeding Nun, and the Bleeding Nun only, shall win 
possession of the gallery!” 


To be continued. ) 


Waftings from the Wings. 

THE ADELPHI PANTOMIME.—Mr. Oscar Barrett’s pantomime, 
Dick Whittington, should hold the boards for many weeks to come. 
It is, indeed, a capital entertainment, cleverly devised, excellently 
performed, and splendidly staged. The “book” by Mr. Horace 
Lennard leaves nothing to be desired, so neatly is it constructed 
that it is more like the libretto of a comic opera than the ordinary 
pantomime libretti. The same maybe said of the music, as 
arranged by Mr. Oscar Barrett, the orchestration lending dignity to 
even the lightest of the songs from the variety halls. The scenery is 
all good, that of Highgate Hill being exceptionally beautiful. Dick’s 
dream is delightfully presented, the splendour of the dresses being 
only equalled by the beauty of those worn in the slave market 
scene in the second act. 

Dick Whittington as played by Miss Amy Augarde is all that 
that hero should be, Miss Augarde, in addition to her histrionic 
ability, being the fortunate possessor of a good voice. Miss Marie 
Montrose as Alice is a charmingly pretty heroine, and sings and 
acts with much dainty refinement. Mr. Fred Eastman’s cook, if 
not exactly a thing of beauty, should prove a joy—till Easter. The 
Idle Apprentice of Mr. Edward Lewis, and the Alderman of Mr. 
Sydney Harcourt are excellent. Some good work is also done by 
Miss Millie Legarde and Miss Florrie Harmon as Captain Spanker 
and Polly respectively. Two comic seamen, by Mr. Ransford and 
Mr. Ray, provide some uproarious fun, while the Cat of Mr. O. E. 
Lennon—is—well, it’s just the right kind of cat to have about the 
house during the pantomime season. In Miss Elsie Moxter, who 
plays a midshipmite, Mr. Barrett has secured an infant pheno- 
menon who sings, acts, and dances without any of that painfully 
artificial manner which usually mars the performance of the child 
actress. 

The topical hits are many and humorous, and are all in good 
taste; indeed, the principal charm of Mr. Barrett’s pantomimes is 
the perfect freedom from vulgarity, and Mr. Lennard is to be con- 
gratulated, first, upon keeping to “ the story,”’ and, secondly, upon 
supplying thoroughly good and wholesome fun. 

Dick Whittington is rightly called ‘‘ a pantomime for young and 
old.” The children will be delighted. At the same time fathers 
and mothers, not to mention uncles and aunts, and country 
cousins, are liberally catered for, Mr. Barrett’s motto evidently 
being, ‘‘ Let them all come!’’ And, we have not the slightest 
doubt, come they all will. 

We are pleased to be able to add that there isa good old-fashioned 
harlequinade, for a pantomime with the pantomime left out is an 
obvious absurdity. 

Drury Lane opened on Boxing Night with a packed and apprecia- 
tive audience intent on enjoying the children’s pantomime, The 
Forty Thieves, the joint collaboration of Arthur Sturgess and 
Arthur Collins, who have conceived the same in the conventional 
spirit of fun and frolic. The interior of the robbers’ cave is full of 
dazzling splendour and well tenanted with many-hued bats, 

bout engagingly. The chief 
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splendour of scenic effect, which concludes the first part, is the 
Porcelain ballet. This surpasses anything previously seen of its 
kind. The centre of the stage is occupied by a crystal or opaline 
structure resembling a massively broad flight of steps, 
down which an avalanche of water continuously pours; 
it is lit up with electric light, which changes successively 
into all the colours of the rainbow. The fairies are arrayed 
in all the various forms of the most beautiful vases, and the 
tout ensemble is very refined and strikingly beautiful. The 
house was greatly impressed and amazed at the inexhaustible power 
and resource of the Drury Lane management, who are, doubtlessly, 
pleased with this signal achievement. Part II. journeys through 
Flats, Regent’s Park, The Zoo, which is turned into an occasion for 
a patriotic display, the Red Lion Inn, where the robbers receive 
the coup de grace, Newgate Prison, and culminates in a third galaxy 
of fairy beauty, ‘‘ Love's Golden Gates.’’ The performance con- 
cludes with a short harlequinade. Dan Leno, the captain of the 
Forty Thieves, and Herbert Campbell, the fair Zuleika, never 
allow the fun to flag in the least. Johnny Danvers as Ali Baba 
reminds one of Terry’s impersonation of this part at the Gaiety, 
many years ago, when Nellie Farren was his Ganem. The latter 
is played by Miss Nellie Stewart, who sings very sweetly, and acts 
gracefully. The Morgiana of Miss Amelia Stone, an American 
actress, whose vivacious acting we have witnessed elsewhere, was 
cut short by temporary indisposition. Cassim Baba and his wife 
Cogia are respectively played by Harry Fischer and Miss Lillie 
Belmore, of Shop Girl notoriety. Hassan and Mustapha fall to the 
lot of Miss Rita Presano and William Morgan. The music is very 
lively, and for which praise is due to Jimmy Glover, who never 
fails to please. Arthur Collins may rest assured as to The Forty 
Thieves luring a load of wealth to Drury Lane. 


The Crystal Globe at the Princess’s should prove an attraction to 
that large class of playgoers who like their entertainment to 
be crowded with “ thrills.””. When we mention that in Mr. Sutton 
Vane’s adaptation there is a robbery accompanied by murder, 
a disastrous fire leading to a leap for life from the housetop, and a 
particularly ‘‘creepy’’ clairvoyante scene calculated to make the 
most hardened melodramatist shudder, we have said enough to 
recommend the play to our excitement-loving readers. 

Miss Bella Pateman’s ability is by this time so well known to the 
public that praise is superfluous, and we need only say that as 
Veronique Sollier she more than sustains her reputation. The Paul 
Petrovoski of Mr. Lawrence Irving is a clever performance. The 
heroine of Miss Lena Ashwell is all that could be desired, and the 
villains of Messrs. Oscar Adye and Charles Garny are sufficiently 
villainous. Good work is also done by Messrs. Arthur Playfair, 
Oswald York, and John D. Saunders and the other members of an 
admirable cast. 

The play is splendidly staged, and Messrs. Robert Arthur and 
Albert Gilmer, the lessees, may reasonably look forward to good 
houses for some time to come. 


The Crystal Palace opened the holiday season with Wulffi's now 
famous circus, which performs twice daily. The equestrian ex- 
hibitions are marvellously dexterous. The degree of control 
exercised by Herr Wulff is stupendously wonderful. Just imagine, 
or, better, go and witness, his command over 100 horses performing 
in the ring at one time. Mr. George Loyal introduces his 
educated pointers, pigeons, and fox, which collaborate in a great 
sporting act. One would think that the firing of a gun would discon- 
cert the pigeons, which are circling the ring in rapid flight. On the 
contrary, they come down and alight upon the gun barrel. The 
clowning is exceedingly clever. The children have not been for- 
gotten, and for whom the fairy extravaganza, Santa Clausand His 
Merry Christmas Party, is performed in the theatre. The greater 
part of the performers are children, whose precocious gestures and 
expressions are none the less amusing to those of a larger growth, 
and are thoroughly appreciated by the lesser ones. The Crystal 
Palace has, apparently, entered upon a new phase of activity under 
the new board of management, and looks like recovering its former 
support from the public, that has so much to divert its loyalty and 
adhesion in the way of amusement. 


**Stratford’s Ancient Mop Fair,’’ published in our last issue, 
contained a misprint in the third line, which should read :— 


‘* Each year upon October’s famed twelfth day.” 


’ 
Wouldn’t Have a Chance, Then. 
Boarding-house Keeper.—‘‘ There is no doubt, Mr. Wagg, that the 
majority of English people eat too much meat. What remedy 
would you suggest ?”’ 
Boarder.—‘' For them to live at boarding houses, madam !”’ 
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Old Gent.—“ Well, young man, we won’t quarrel over this universal peace question. I 
tell you, I don’t believe in the Czar. Why, hasn't he just ordered ten new destroyers?” 
Young Wit.— Yes; but, don’t you see, they are for his “ Pacific” fleet.” 


Wil 





‘" Made.” 


“ Ports are borne, they are not made ’— 
At least, so we are “ stuffed ”’ ; 

But some are ‘‘ made ”’ (it’s quite a trade) 
When by the papers “ puffed ”’ ! 











“On Things in General.” 
By Mr. “ Fun’s”” WASHERWOMAN. 


THANK ’eaving! the ’ollerdays for us 
workin’ folks is now over; not that it’s 
been any ’ollerday for our pore unfortunit 
abused stummicks — O  contrare! 
[French]. I went out on Christmas 
Day, an’ the party never broke up till 
nearly four in the mornin’, an’, by that 
time, I was pretty well broke up myself; 
‘‘all to peaces,’’ so tosay. I’m gettin’ 
too old for sich gaiety. ‘It tell on me,” 
as the big sister, who was courtin’, sed of 
her yung brother’s tung. Is’pose you’re 
all busy makin’ good resolushuns for the 
New Year; an’ afore long I’m afraid 
you'll be just as busy breakin’ ’em; good 
resolushuns is like clay pipe stems—very 
brittle, but in a good many people’s 
mouths at this season. 

It looks like trubbel in the Transvaal. 
Over here the perlice protect one, but 
over there—unless you’re a Boer—it 
seems to be the other way about. I 
‘opes “*Our Only Joe” will ‘‘rise to the 
occashun,”’ an’ insist upon ’avin’ the 
matter thoroughly sifted. The fac’ is, 
them Boers ain’t ’ad a suffishent dig of 
the Lion’s claws; but they needn’t 
think that the nobel animal is allus 
goin’ to stick behind the bars of ’is cage. 
Let ’em remember that ’is keeper can let 
"im loose any minute, an’ then woe 


betide ’is foes! Scrunch! scrunch! an’ 
no mistake! 

They say that William the Wilful is 
werry much interested in the new 
explosive, lyddite. A fellow-feeling, I 
should say. Willie is rather ‘‘ explosive,” 
though I s’pose it’s a-bomb-inabel of me 
to say so. 

Pore little London is to ’ave some new 
streets. (‘‘ Let ’em allcome!”) They’ll 
only cost about five-an’-a-’arf millions ; 
that’s nothink wen you're used to it, but 
Tain’t. 

The ’appiest of ’"Appy New Years to all 
my readers, includin’ myself. 





Literal. 


| ‘‘ WuHat’s in a name?” the master said, 

| And thought of Shakespeare’s “ rose ”’ ; 
| But the small boy, with a big head, 
Answered, ‘‘ Letters, I s’pose! ”’ 








A Laxative and Refreshing Fruit Lozenge, mest agreeable to take. 





CONSTIPATION, HAMORRHOIDS, 


BILE, HEADACHE, LOSS OF APPETITE, 
GASTRIC & INTESTINAL TROUBLES. 
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